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recovered save the popular second assistant engineer, S, W.
Martin. The story continues:
The crisis seemed past, and if his strength would only last until
he neared the Cape, all would be well	Only one port remained
to be passed before we should hail the rain and fog, and strength-
giving winds—Monte Video. But when we entered that great stream,
more sea than river, the mighty La Plata, on which the city is situ-
ated, Martin was dying....
For some time in intervals of consciousness, Martin had been
aware of his approaching end, and the only thing that seemed to
trouble him was the idea of dying so far from those he loved, and
of being buried where affection might never mark his resting place.
It was his last and earnest request that his grave might be made
on shore, where his body could be recognized by his friends, and
not committed to the waves; and though it was very doubtful if the
privilege could be granted, yet the captain resolved to take the
corpse into the harbor, and try to obtain permission to bury it
ashore.
And when night came, sadly we talked in little groups upon the
deck, while the sound of hammer and plane from the gangway, told
that the "last house" of one of us was being built. Though no star
shed its light, still it was not all blackness. The "river of silver"
beamed with a luster of its own. Not alone the furrows our prow
threw aside, or the broad wake we left behind, but the whole sur-
face of the water glowed with phosphorescent brightness, and we
seemed to force our, way through a sheet of molten silver.
All night long we steamed up the river, and when the sun again
arose—it showed us the harbor of Monte Video. Out beyond all the
other shipping lay a stately frigate, the Stars and Stripes of the
great republic streaming from her peak in the morning breeze—the
old St. Lawrence, flagship of the squadron	We were bringing
them news and letters from home, and every port of the great ship
thronged with faces eager to see the comer from the land they loved.
Running up under her quarter, we were hailed and answered, and
after the usual inquiries, our captain mentioned the death of young
Martin, and his wish to have him buried on shore; but was told that
it was impossible, that we would infringe the quarantine rules by
even entering the port with the corpse; and was directed to steam
back some miles and commit the body to the waves, before entering
the harbor.
The shrill whistle of the boatswain sounded; a boat dropped from

